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black velvet skull-caps mingle with Dutch officials in pith helmets
and high starched collars, but the beautiful Baltncse of steam-
ship pamphlets are not to be seen anywhere. Hie people on the
streets are ugly and unkempt, and instead of the much publicized
beauties, there are only uninteresting women in not very clean
blouses. The car drives through Singaradja, the capital, with its
neat Dutch bungalows, its gasoline stations, and the house of the
Resident, with its imposing driveway flanked by two monstrous
cement snakes. Leaving the town, the car passes miserable vil-
lages and occasional gingerbread temples with tin roofs; it climbs
the mountain side, the villages become more and more scarce,
it grows colder and colder, and soon the tourist is shivering in
a cloud of fog, lie begins to suspect that he lias been deceived,
A few wild-looking people wrapped in blankets appear on the
road riding on small ponies, and soon a double row of wooden
shacks with more tin roofs announces Kintamani, the village on
the rim of the crater of the Batur, where a beautiful view of the
volcanoes has been promised, Ten chances to one it will be foggy
and the tourist will see nothing, so he goes into the elaborate rest*
house of the K.RM to have a drink and warm up.

Soon he is on the road again; the ear winds and turns sharp
turves down the mountain, the fog vanishes* and the air becomes
warmer and clearer. Tropical vegetation reappears* and riding
among tall palms and enormous banana trees, he enters Banglt,
which is at last like the Bait of the photographs, With lessened
suspicions, he rides through many beautiful villages and fantastic
terraced ricefields covered with every shade of tender gram. At
a sharp curve a large tire sign indicates arrival it his destination
- Den Pasar, His our drives noisily up to the Bali Hotel, pride
of the K.PJML, and he is shown to a clean and sanitary room
with a hospital bed through the middle of which, lengthwise,
stretches a hard, round bolster, the so-called ** Dutch wife/* On
the veranda of the hotel at tea time there are always pretty Bali-
nese girls who tell curios, plainly funk* but they are not to blame.
They have discovered that the tourists generally prefer hideous